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        I’ll keep it quick

      

      

      This book has mature and extremely dark themes which may be disturbing to some readers. This is an interracial romance with a black female lead/white English billionaire.

      
        
        But if you want to know more…

      

      

      Be warned that this book contains disturbing dark romance content including the possibility of the mention of various topics including: abduction, captivity, power imbalances, violence, toxic dynamics, impregnation, pregnancy related topics.

      
        
        When it comes to interracial romance, be warned…

      

      

      Racism is never condoned or portrayed as a positive aspect of a character’s existence, however, like in the real world, it does exist in my stories in various shades.

      There may be mention of social power dynamics, cultural/family disapproval, expressions of external and internalized racism — along with other explicit discussions surrounding race.

      
        
        Read with care [image: warning]

      

      

      This book explores dark psychological themes and may not be suitable for all readers. This is an adults only read, not intended in any shape or form readers under eighteen.
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      Chapter #58 Trigger Warning: This chapter has content that some readers may find disturbing surrounding details of rape/sexual assault.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Description

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

        Thomas Bainbridge

      

      
        Chapter 2

        Clover Robinson

      

      
        Chapter 3

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 4

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 5

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 6

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 7

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 8

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 9

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 10

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 11

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 12

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 13

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 14

        Sylvia

      

      
        Chapter 15

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 16

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 17

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 18

        Sylvia

      

      
        Chapter 19

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 20

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 21

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 22

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 23

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 24

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 25

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 26

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 27

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 28

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 29

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 30

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 31

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 32

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 33

        Sylvia

      

      
        Chapter 34

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 35

        Sylvia

      

      
        Chapter 36

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 37

        Sylvia

      

      
        Chapter 38

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 39

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 40

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 41

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 42

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 43

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 44

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 45

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 46

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 47

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 48

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 49

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 50

        Sylvia

      

      
        Chapter 51

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 52

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 53

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 54

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 55

        Sylvia

      

      
        Chapter 56

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 57

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 58

        Kola

      

      
        Chapter 59

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 60

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 61

        Kola

      

      
        Chapter 62

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 63

        Thomas

      

      
        Chapter 64

        Clover

      

      
        Chapter 65

        Thomas

      

      
        About Jamila Jasper

      

    

    
      
        Join My Patreon Community

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Description

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Darkest Obsession is a spicy BWWM dark romance about sworn enemies on a boarding college campus — a talented hip-hop dancer and an English billionaire.

      

      

      Clover Robinson came to an elite boarding college to escape her past — not to become the center of every rumor on campus. When a ruthless, tattooed crew captain sets his sights on her, walking away isn’t an option.

      Thomas Bainbridge is danger wrapped in privilege: cold, obsessive, and used to taking what he wants. Clover challenges him in a way no woman ever has.

      Their clash ignites a volatile enemies-to-lovers spiral filled with jealousy, secrets, and a possessive attraction neither of them can control.

      As whispers about Clover’s reputation grow and the school’s power games turn darker, Thomas’s fixation shifts from torture to tortured yearning.

      He did everything in his power to ruin her before… can she trust him now?

      
        
        Tropes in this story: Dark romance. Touch-her-and-die hero. Possessive bad boy. Black female lead. Interracial boarding college drama. New adult romance. Enemies to lovers. Grumpy/sunshine trope. Elements of a bully romance.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        This is a 90,000+ word novel which was previously published as a serialized romance and has never before been available on Kindle.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Thomas Bainbridge

        

      

    

    
      Just breathe, Thomas. Breathe. It’s not real, it’s not happening. I reach over, expecting to feel cold stiff flesh, expecting that horrible night to reach out for me again, but there’s no one next to me. She’s gone, Thomas. She died, remember?

      Yes, of course I bloody remember. I was there. I should have done something. I swing my legs over the bed, desperate for a cigarette – and something stronger. Why bother stop myself? I fumble around in bed for the flask and as my fingers clutch the silver, I notice how badly my hands shake. Fuck’s sake, I’ll need a cigarette.

      My roommate sleeps through my loud thumping out of bed, through the noise of me slipping into short Hunter boots and a navy Barbour jacket.

      “Kit,” I hiss at him, just in case he decides to wake up. He doesn’t. The dick drinks more than I do, though I can’t fathom what the bloody hell is wrong with him. I search his coat pocket for a box of cigarettes and find two – and an empty condom wrapper. Bastard. We’ve been here a week and he’s already found some unsuspecting girl to shag.

      Not me. I need to stay away from women.

      I’ve heard the Fox Academy had rules last year, when my sister Vi attended. Not like she bothered following any, judging by the stories her boyfriend tells. But this year, there are no rules.

      I don’t bother waiting until I’m outside to light the cigarette. Who gives a fuck? Certainly not me. I lean against the red brick once I’m outside, puffing away and gazing at the Year 12 girls’ dorm across the way. Girls. The chapel bells ring for midnight. I tip my flask to my throat again and finish my whiskey. Fuck’s sake. How did I finish another bottle in a day? Violet’s going to kill me when she looks at my credit card bill.

      The door opens behind me, which isn’t supposed to happen, because it’s midnight. Fuck’s sake… another bastard I hate, up too late and breaking the rules. Only this time, Jude Fox is with a girl. A very pretty girl.

      They stumble out of the door together embracing, unaware that I’m standing a few inches off until I blow an enormous cloud of smoke over their grotesque public display. The girl coughs and pulls away from Jude, allowing me to get a bloody good look at her. Jude wraps his arm around her waist tighter once they both notice me. They both struggle to hide their surprise and the girl, well, she’s scared.

      “Hello, Jude.”

      “What the fuck are you doing out here?”

      The girl leans into Jude’s embrace. She’s tall for a girl, and she looks strong and curvy, a nice combination. She has weird hair. I dunno how to describe it. As for her skin color. Well, let’s just say mum and dad wouldn’t approve. But she’s still pretty. I can still look at her.

      “Smoking. Drinking.”

      Jude glares like he wants to shove me through the wall. When I was smaller, he certainly would have. Nobody wants trouble with me now.

      “You have classes tomorrow. Go to bed.”

      I smirk at his impotent attempt to command me about. He’s repeating our year, that hardly makes him an authority on anything at all.

      “No.”

      Jude clears his throat and turns to the girl. “You’d better go.”

      That doesn’t please her at all. She scrunches up that pretty face and shoves his chest until he lets go of her.

      “You’re going to make me walk back alone?” She throws a furtive glance in my direction, as if I’m a threat to her. Maybe it’s my height. Maybe it’s my tattoos. Maybe it’s the way I’m staring.

      I can’t bloody help it, can I? Things always get bad when I drink. It always gets harder to control myself around women, and this one is a particularly pretty one.

      Her eyes are incredibly gorgeous. Wow. I don’t want to look away from her face, but fuck, she glances away from mine quickly. I can’t blame her. I look and feel like shit. I need another cigarette, but I can’t find my lighter in my pocket. Jude distracts me from my quest for a lighter when he barks at the pretty dark girl.

      Jude glares at her. “This was just a hook-up, Clover. I’m not your bloody boyfriend. Walk back before someone catches you.”

      Ah, Jude. He’s such a fucking Fox.. They’re tainted by their Scottish blood, according to dad. (He’s right.)

      As for this lass…

      “I’ll walk you back,” I offer. Her eyes narrow.

      “I don’t know you. I’m not walking on a dark path with you,” she says.

      “Suit yourself, Clover.”

      She flinches when I use her name, but she reserves her ire for Jude Fox.

      “Don’t text me back,” she snaps. “Asshole.”

      Asshole? She has an accent too. American. I hate America.

      “Fuck off, slut,” Jude replies. “I know you shagged Kit Barclay at the fresher’s party. So don’t act all high and mighty. Take your used cunt back to your dorm before I make him have a go at you.”

      She glances at me for reassurance that I won’t attack her or whatever, but I find my lighter and move to my next cigarette. This conversation isn’t particularly interesting.

      Until she slaps him. Jude’s neck turns so hard, I swear he’ll fall over, but he doesn’t.

      “Did you fucking slap me?”

      “Yeah, and I’ll do it again, bitch.”

      Clover slaps him again. This time, I laugh. She glares at me.

      “Get your dusty friend out of here,” she says. “Good night.”

      She turns on her heel and walks down the dark path towards her dorm. Fuck. Now I really want to walk her back to her dorm.

      “Clover!” I call after her.

      “No thank you!” she yells back, and she doesn’t turn around at all, all the way back to the girls’ dorm. Jude’s still rubbing his face when I lose sight of her.

      “Still here?” I grumble.

      “I need a bloody fag.”

      “Finished.”

      “Slut…” Jude snarls, hopefully not to me.

      “Seems nice.”

      Jude glowers at me. “She isn’t. She’s just a dirty slut already passed around the year. Don’t even think about putting your cock in her.”

      “Thanks for the advice.”

      “See you at practice tomorrow?” Jude asks.

      I nod. Jude bores me to tears. Thankfully, he also takes the hint and disappears back into our dorm, still rubbing his face. A dirty slut? She can’t be. Without anything to smoke or drink, I shuffle back to bed. I still have three hours before class, plenty of time to sleep. When I enter my bedroom, Kit has other plans. He’s up…

      “Did you take my cigarettes?” he grumbles, sifting through his pockets.

      “Yeah.”

      “Two of them?”

      “Yeah.”

      “What about my midnight smoke?”

      Kit complains too much.

      “Smoked it.”

      “Fuck’s sake, Thomas.”

      “Here’s a tenner.”

      “Bastard. I don’t need your tenner. I need a fag.”

      I reach into his coat pocket and pull out the empty condom wrapper.

      “Who's the lucky girl?”

      Kit grins.

      “First night, I did it.”

      “And you didn’t announce it to everyone?”

      “I thought you’d all notice when I stopped complaining about my virginity.”

      “Nice one.”

      “Want to know who it was?”

      “Not really.”

      “She had the biggest tits.”

      I see there’s no way for me to escape this.

      “Hm.”

      “Clover,” Kit whispers. “She’s so fit…”

      

      Clover? Fuck’s sake…
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            Chapter Two

          

          Clover Robinson

        

      

    

    
      The three of us stand in a straight line in front of the dance studio mirror, getting into position to rehearse the choreography Kola spent all night coming up with. Sylvia stands to my left, and Kola to the right. I’m the shortest, so I stand in the middle, hands raised over my head in the starting position. I pick up dance moves quickly, so I think I can nail the lead.

      Kola counts us down and then starts the music. And a 1… 2… 3… 4…

      Hot hip hop flows from the speakers. My hips move to the left. To the right. I turn around, popping my hips out and spin, throwing my head back. Kola and Sylvia perform co-ordinating moves on either side of me, but Kola wanted me to dance the lead, so I bring the damn thing. I slam my feet into the studio floor and whip my hair around. I live for this. 1… 2… 3… 4…

      I’m out of breath after the first minute and I throw my hands up in a T-shape.

      Time out. Kola stops the music, out of breath and grinning.

      “How was that?”

      “Hard as hell,” Sylvia says. “I’m out of shape, y’all.”

      Sylvia doesn’t look out of shape. She’s a couple inches taller than me and much fitter. Her smooth dark stomach undulates as she gasps for air in her white crop top and black leggings. Sylvia has a great fashion sense. I wear baggy clothes whenever I can get away with it, including dance rehearsal. I don’t look like a sexy dancer in my purple vintage baggy track pants and my oversized “Free Weezy” t-shirt.

      Kola throws her arms around both of us proudly. She’s about the same complexion as Sylvia, officially making this the first time in my life I’ve been the ‘light’ one out of all my friends although in England, I’m still just… black. Kola wears bright yellow leggings and a tight black crop top that makes her boobs look Hollywood ready.

      “Clover, you killed it,” Kola says. “I knew you would make a good lead. And Sylvia, you did great. We need to run through this a few more times and then we can teach our new recruits.”

      I don’t know how we’re going to pull a dance team together at this school. Rich English people aren’t exactly known for their rhythm.

      “I can’t believe they’re letting us do this,” I reply, awkwardly sailing past the compliment.

      I don’t like that kind of attention. I work hard, I dance hard, but I don’t like taking away attention that we all should share. If I did a great job, so did Kola and Sylvia. I’m surprised Sylvia doesn’t want to dance the lead, but she completely refused when I tried to push the job over to her.

      Sylvia swings her hips and does a little victory dance. “We threw the word diversity and initiative into our proposal and we have ourselves a dance team. We’re going to make this school so much fun.”

      Sylvia’s sister went to college here before the name change. The Fox Academy. It makes this spooky gothic place seem that much scarier. But my new friends are right. If we can pull a dance team together, we don’t have to do one of these British sports for our physical education requirement, and we can spend time doing something we actually love.

      “Let’s take it from the top,” I suggest the minute I catch my breath. I don’t want to lose the moves before I nail them down. If we’re going to teach a bunch of white kids with no experience how to shake their ass, we need to be in peak form.

      “I need some more water first,” Sylvia says, taking a sip from her water bottle and adjusting one of my dreadlocks back into place. “But let’s do this!”

      I’m so lucky my first friend here was Sylvia. She literally hugged me the first time we met and squealed with excitement about finally meeting another black girl. I knew the school would be primarily white, but I didn’t know it would be this isolating. Anything is better than being at home right now. I just need to remember that.

      Kola glances down at her phone and pumps her fist excitedly. She manages the recruits along with the choreography.

      “Yes! We got new recruits. Look, they’re coming to rehearsal.”

      Kola tilts her phone so we can all stand around her and admire her skills at recruitment.

      “Who?” Sylvia says, crowding around Kola’s phone with me to look at whatever has her swiping excitedly. Kola pops her hips and does a little dance as she points to our new recruits. I am definitely not in the South anymore. The people on the screen look like they have about as much rhythm as bread pudding.

      “We’re making them audition, right?” I mumble.

      Teaching a few newbies won’t be a problem, but everyone on Kola’s list looks disastrously free of rhythm.

      “Um, yeah, I guess. But girl, we have to take everyone if we want the dance team to succeed,” Kola points out.

      I scroll down the list and find one of the only boys to join the team.

      “Do you really think a guy named Roger can bust a move?” I grumble, putting my forefinger underneath his name. Roger doesn’t seem like he has rhythm but at least he’s good looking. If his looks help us recruit more dancers, I can keep quiet.

      Sylvia snickers in what I think counts as agreement.

      “We can train them,” Kola reassures me. “Mold them into rhythm-having dancers and maybe even entrepreneurs.”

      Sylvia rolls her eyes. “Slow down. First, we’re going to have to teach them about clapping on the two and the four instead of the one and the five or whatever it is they do.”

      Sylvia laughs at her own joke along with me and Kola. Her bubbly spirit is so different from the energy of people back home. It’s not that she doesn’t care what people think or she’s above it all. She’s just… genuine.

      We have to stop giggling over Sylvia’s joke when a tall guy pushes the door to the dance studio open, completely shirtless and scraping some obnoxious contraption across the ground as he drags it behind him. The sound immediately causes me to wince. Annoying.

      The three of us turn to look at him and… I recognize him. Apparently, so does Sylvia.

      “Thomas? What are you doing here?” She says, contorting her face in confusion and putting her hands on his hips. I can’t bring myself to look him in the eye but before I dart my gaze away from him, I notice how grey his eyes are.

      Thomas. Yeah, that was definitely his name. Ugh. The only thing that could make my awkward meltdown with Jude Fox any worse is running into one of the witnesses of my public shame. I don’t even know why I hooked up with Jude. I mean, he looks good. But looks aren’t everything, you know? If I hadn’t been so drunk and stoned, I probably wouldn’t have said yes to him. And Thomas knows.

      “We’re taking over,” Thomas says, dropping his contraption on the ground with a loud thud.

      “Hey, this is a dance studio you can’t just drop metal on the floor,” I snap.

      Thomas snickers, stopping himself from slouching to make his body taller as he intones condescendingly, “It’s not metal. It’s an ergometer.”

      His accent sounds so ridiculously rich.

      “A what?” Sylvia asks, putting her hands on her hips, about as unimpressed with Thomas’ contraption as I am.

      “A rowing machine,” Thomas replies snidely. “For the crew team. Now scurry. We’re using this room.”

      “No. You’re not. We’re the dance team and we’re using this room,” I snap.

      Judging by the fiery look on Thomas’ face, I probably should have let Sylvia handle this. But something about this Thomas guy makes me feel warm and uncomfortable. He’s a jerk. Look at him just standing there like he owns the place. Ugh.

      Sylvia glances nervously at Thomas, but he isn’t looking at her, he’s staring at me with a fierce gaze. Tread carefully, Clover. This is a small school and you have a reputation to look after. His grey eyes roam all over me. His gaze stops me in place.

      “Clover,” he says without any intonation. He said my name. I freeze because I don’t actually want to talk to Thomas, or acknowledge him.

      “You two know each other?” Sylvia sounds surprised, but it’s more surprising to me that she knows this tall, terrifying asshole.

      “No,” Thomas answers. “But she knows… many people.”

      The gentle smirk teasing the corner of his lips enrages me. He’s talking about Jude and I haven’t even given my friends details about the Jude situation. They just know I had two one-night-stands that went badly and they think I’m some kind of feminist hero for ‘liberating’ myself. They wouldn’t feel that way if they knew what Jude said to me.

      But Thomas knows and I don’t want him blabbing to my friends and making me look like a girl who fell for some dumb British guy’s line.

      “You should leave,” I say to Thomas as firmly as I can manage. “We’re practicing now and we have more members coming in for auditions.”

      “No chance, sweetheart.”

      Sweetheart?! I want to punch his condescending ass face.

      Thomas whistles and seven more boys enter the room behind him, dragging those stupid ass ‘ergometers’ behind them. They’re all shirtless with these weird unisuits hanging over their hips, the tight spandex highlighting the pale legs and protruding junk of every guy on the team. Thomas is the only one on the team absolutely covered in tattoos. A knife, a snake, a skull and a fern protruding from his pants. How far does the fern tattoo go?

      “Oh my God, EW!” Kola screeches. “They’re right! You can’t be in here! Get these naked mole rats out of here!”

      The sight of too many white men in tight pants finally stimulates her to stand up against Thomas. Kola never spent much time around white people before the Fox Academy.

      Thomas sticks his headphones on, long brown hair falling to his shoulders suddenly pushed off his face. He has such an annoying face.

      Then everything gets worse because the last member of the crew team enters the room — Jude Fox. He looks at me and says loudly. “Hello, Clover.”

      The entire team laughs and repeats his words with purposeful mockery. “Hello, Clover.”

      “Thomas!” Sylvia protests. “Get them out of here. We’re serious. We have people coming down for rehearsal.”

      “Try the basement,” Thomas says. “We have permission from the headmaster to use this room.”

      “So? We asked the dean,” Sylvia says.

      “Headmaster beats dean.”

      Sylvia argues with Thomas for a few minutes, but that gives his annoying ass crew team plenty of time to establish a complete takeover of what should have been our perfect dance studio.

      The boys already have their 16 ergometers set up in the room. There’s hardly room for us to step around and Jude has my gym bag slung over his shoulder, ready to complete the eviction.

      “Jude, put that down!”

      “I’d rather not.”

      “Put it down, now!“

      My heart races. Why is he taunting me? Isn’t it bad enough that he humiliated me?

      “I’m going to see what’s inside.”

      Jude unzips my gym bag and hot shame courses through me.

      “Condoms, really?” Jude says. I want to sink into the ground. I do not have condoms in my gym bag, but that doesn’t stop the entire crew team from bursting into laughter. I swear I hear one of them mutter the word slut. Sylvia springs at Jude, snatching my gym bag from him. He relinquishes the gym bag to her instantly and then runs his tongue over his lower lip with satisfaction. Asshole.

      “Give that back, you big doofus!” Sylvia yells. “And get out of here. All of you.”

      “Get out of here, all of you,” Thomas mocks. “Come on, Syl. We have a race in three weeks. Next time you girls can throw your little dance party. It’s preseason. We need to train.”

      “We don’t have to leave,” Kola says.

      “Would you like me to tell the headmaster you disturbed our practice session? Listen, ladies. We’re a sports team. You’re dancers. I think we all know which one is more important.”

      Snickers again. Sylvia gets up in Thomas’ face but again, he doesn’t budge. He quickly casts a glance in my direction before putting his hands on his hips and directing his annoying gaze at Sylvia. We can’t physically make them leave and if they don’t want to go… We seriously can’t make them.

      This isn’t fair, but two days on campus, and I already get how this place works— like everywhere else in the world. The rich and the powerful rule over everyone else and treat them/us like their little minions. It sucks, but that’s life.

      “Condescending fuck,” Sylvia hisses. I’ve never heard her cuss someone else like that, so she must be pretty mad, not like Thomas cares. He smirks, and Sylvia’s defeated look suggests she’s already given up, which I can’t believe. I guess it’s the three of us versus sixteen boys. We don’t exactly stand a chance.

      “Bye, Syl. I’ll text you later,” Thomas says. His voice really sounds like a villain’s. I hope I don’t have to hear him say another word. Sylvia stuffs her things into her gym bag.

      “Don’t bother,” she snaps. “Come on guys, let’s get out of here. I’ll talk to the headmaster.”

      The boys make a dramatic “Oooooooo” together, still mocking us. Maybe my mom was right and leaving the bullshit behind by coming to England was a mistake. I can’t let her get in my head now. I’m already here. I chose this fight over several others available to me and I need to own that.

      “Just so you know,” I say once we get all our stuff together. “This is sexism. The dance team is just as important as whatever the hell this is.”

      I glare at Jude, but Thomas is the one who answers.

      “It’s a crew team, Clover.”

      “Whatever.”

      My girl friends and I link arms and we storm out together. Kola’s furiously texting our future dance team with updates and I’m too dejected to protest auditioning the new hires. I just want a sign we’ll still be able to have our team. I don’t want to end up playing women’s cricket or worse, field hockey.

      I just can’t believe this already happened to us. Seriously? Those guys just walked in there and pushed us out. We could have fought back harder. Maybe we can fight back harder. Just not yet.

      Sylvia shakes her head. “Thomas can be such a dick.”

      “We just got here. Remind me how you know him?”

      “We just got here and you already hooked up with someone,” Kola says. “Or two people. You won’t tell us.”

      Thankfully, Sylvia answers her question first, so I don’t have to say anything.

      “He’s my sister’s best friend’s brother. It’s complicated. We met over the summer.”

      “Ohhh you smashed a white guy,” Kola says. “Dangerous.”

      “Ew!” Sylvia says. “Girl, I am not attracted to Thomas. Like at all. I’ve seen his gamer nest. No thank you.”

      We go to the bulletin board in the gym to search for an unoccupied room. The only available room is the gross kickboxing gym in the basement. It’s literally a gross concrete room with two bags from the ceiling, no ventilation and no windows. There’s a permanent stench there and several mouse traps in the corner, a definite hazard for dancer toes.

      It’s no place for dance practice, but we don’t have any other options. Kola sets us all up and lures the new recruits to the room. Sylvia works on her moves and tries to get us all hype.

      “This is even better than the studio!” Okay, she’s definitely reaching, but I appreciate her trying to keep us positive. I’m still livid about Jude and that idiot Thomas managed to become even more annoying than Jude. Ugh.

      This isn’t the last time we’ll have to deal with them, but the next time I encounter this Thomas guy, I’ll be ready. I won’t let anyone push me around here. That’s not how Clover Robinson moves. Hell to the no.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Thomas

        

      

    

    
      Kit remembers when I used to love parties like this. He doesn’t understand how or really why things have changed so dramatically for me. It’s not like he doesn’t know every dirty detail of what happens. Kit just buries his pain in lines of coke and Xanax prescriptions. I can’t do that anymore. I can’t even bring myself to try. All I have is a little bit of liquor and even that I ought to quit if I want to stay sane. I might fuck up if I’m drunk and spill my secrets to the wrong person.

      I can’t do that.

      I have to hold onto what happened and let it hurt. I can’t even tell Violet. My sister has enough going on with Jack and mum and dad’s divroce. She’s taking it hard and she wasn’t even there to witness the worst of the arguments and the worst of dad’s behavior. If Vi knew what dad did to mum, she wouldn’t be able to look him in the eye anymore.

      “Can you stop being a depressed fuck and tell me what to wear?” Kit snaps me out of my daydream. Fuck’s sake, who cares? It’s a college party. We’ve been to thousands of parties and Kit always spends ages choosing what to wear. I try to fix my hair but it won’t lie down flat and it’s suddenly a messy light brown mop. Ugh. Hair takes too much effort.

      “Who cares. I’m wearing sweats.”

      “How are you going to get laid wearing sweats?”

      Kit’s obsession with wetting his cock will get him in trouble one day. I don’t see the point in rushing into bed with a girl. I don’t trust myself near women anymore, especially not with drugs and alcohol involved. Tonight’s a good night to quit drinking.

      “I’m not.”

      Kit rushes over to me and grabs my face, practically shaking my bloody head.

      “What do you mean? Thomas. We’ve been here three days. How can you live without it?!”

      Kit had sex for the first time three days ago and I understand it’s all very exciting to him. Sex is fine. Great with the right person. But there isn’t much of a point without the right person, is there? I don’t want to sleep with a girl I barely know. That doesn’t make me less of a man. I’d rather not wake up with strange purple bumps on my cock.

      “I’m fine.”

      “Fine? When do you even masturbate?”

      Kit and his sick fucking questions. What I do with my cock isn’t anyone’s concern, especially not my roommate’s. I kick his football back over to his side of the room. Kit catches it beneath his foot and sends it flying into his closet.

      “Are you gay, Charles?”

      “Call me Charles again and I’ll kill you,” Kit says, turning his fierce blue gaze upon me. He’s such a fucking Barclay, except for his ability to get girls. But somehow, he got Clover. I don’t know why I think about her at all, but her face pops into my head. She’s not as dark as Sylvia, but she still has nice skin and her hair is weird… cool… but weird. I’ve never seen anything like it before.

      “Charles… I suggest wearing a shirt that brings out your eyes.”

      “What’s wrong with pink?” Kit turns in the mirror, admiring himself as usual.

      Ah well, why not take advantage of his cripplingly low self-esteem? “You look gay.”

      “Homophobe,” he grumbles.

      “Honest.”

      “Wanker.”

      “Twat.”

      That’s how most of our conversations have gone for the past ten years. Kit. He is  a wanker, but he might have a good heart deep down. It’s unclear. I reach for his stash of green and start rolling us a spliff with raw tobacco.

      “I’m going to try her again tonight. Clover.”

      My muscles tighten. I don’t know why. Just hearing her name reminds me of our little encounter earlier. Kit was late to practice again, so he missed the entire situation with Clover. No point bringing up the entire affair. I’ll deal with her later. Tonight, if I’m lucky. Perhaps Kit’s right. I need clothes.

      “What about this?”

      “You’re changing out of your sweats?”

      “Yes. Thoughts?”

      “It’s a white shirt,” Kit says. “It’s hardly haute couture.”

      “Exactly.”

      “Brush your bloody hair.”

      Kit’s right. I look sloppy and I need another tattoo, quite frankly. Tonight, I’ll cover up most of my ink, which I hate. I’d rather show off. I modified my body to send a message, not just to piss off dad, but to piss off everyone. This is who I am, Thomas Bainbridge, a work of fucking art. I have plans for more, but that’s for another time. Kit hands me his flask and I allow myself a few sips of Barclay rum. Not too much drinking or I’ll lose my head. I can’t afford to do that and I can’t afford to get expelled. I’d do anything to stay out of the Bainbridge house right now. I don’t want to be there to witness my parents’ relationship burning and then fizzling out at once.

      Love isn’t real, is it? It’s just a lie people tell themselves when they’re ready to breed.

      Fuck’s sake. I dunno when I got so cynical, but I doubt I’ll change.

      After two spliffs, Kit drives to the party. It’s his party, but he’s late, naturally. Barclays would all hire people to wipe their arse if they could. They’re the only family in this country dad fears, not like there are many Barclays left in England. Once we get to the party, I feel that familiar urge to drink, to use, and to consume until I feel nothing. But I can’t do that anymore, can I? I have to be better than that so I don’t hurt another girl. Clover.

      There she is lurking around my head again. Bloody hell. There are plenty of other girls at the party to talk to. Kit only takes a few minutes to forget Clover and disappear into the first girl who gives him any attention. Some shrill blond, I dunno her name. Probably Sarah. Every fucking British girl’s named Sarah. Not like Thomas is anything common, but mum would have never named me something common.

      Like Clover. That’s common. I don’t know why she isn’t here yet. I should text Syl.

      

      
        
        Thomas: Syl. Are you coming?

        Sylvia: Still not talking to you.

        Thomas: You just replied.

      

      

      

      She replies with a .gif of the character Annalise Keating from that bloody television show throwing a purse over her shoulder and rolling her eyes. Fuck’s sake. How many times does she want me to apologize for allegedly being a dick? We’re friends but… my team’s my team. I have loyalty, you know.

      Whatever. I lurk in the corners of the party, making idle chit chat with a few people and fending off some aggressive flirtation. After refilling my cup of water for the third or fourth time, I heard that familiar, twangy American accent. It’s her. Before I can get a hold of myself, I find myself stumbling towards her. I was an awkward kid and you might think shooting up to 6’3” by eighth grade would have made things better but… it didn’t.

      Beanpole. I grew out of that and into some muscle. That smoothed things over with women. Girls. Women. When I first noticed that they were bloody noticing me, I lost myself in them, as many of them as possible And then I met someone. She’s gone now, and she isn’t coming back, but I don’t want to meet another girl. I can’t handle myself with women. I become a monster, someone I don’t really want to be.

      If I let things get too far with them, I know I’ll become just like my father – a monster.

      She fills her glass with more alcohol than a woman her size should drink. I mean, really? And that dark-skinned girl who isn’t Sylvia and definitely does not look like Sylvia (because that would be racist) taps her glass to Clover’s and they pound them back. Why are the only Americans at this school black? My sister would probably box my ears for asking. I just find it odd, is all. Doesn’t matter. I want a drink, even if maintaining even a tenuous hold on my sobriety is a much better idea.

      I watch the girls from my spot on the wall for a few moments. Fuck, I could use another spliff. I nicked my first ever joint from Theo Hargreaves’ jacket at a Christmas party when I was twelve and things were never the same between me and Mary Jane.

      “Kola, let’s take another shot!” Clover says. She sounds happy and she has a nice smile. Clover. Too bad I know what I do about her. Jude and Kit? It’s not a smart idea at a place like this. Sleeping around leaves you with a reputation, it doesn’t matter how progressive everyone pretends to be. They might not say what they think out loud anymore, but they still say it. Slut. As my sister loves reminding me, girls have it harder in so many ways. Kit and Jude won’t get the reputation, Clover will. She doesn’t look like a slut. She looks… normal. Maybe even pretty. I dunno.

      I never thought a black girl was pretty, until Amina, I suppose. But Amina’s different. She looks like a very miniature model. She stands out. Clover… she looks… I dunno. I ought to find her normal, but I don’t. I know it’s fucked, but Clover gets me rock hard. Maybe that’s her problem, she has the effect on too many men.

      As long as she avoids Kit’s drunken, stumbling arse, no one will touch her tonight. I can make sure Kit stays out of her way. She’ll have to worry about Jude tonight. She’d better have a plan for staying away from Jude.

      I’ve never known anyone to get away with talking to Jude Fox like that, except perhaps Amina. (Never mind if you don’t know her, just trust me.) If I were Clover, I would watch my back talking to a Fox like that. If I were Clover, I’d watch my back in general. She hasn’t even noticed me staring across the room. I don’t mind – the staring, or her ignorance. I can get to know her just as easily watching her as talking to her. Talking to her feels like sticking my cock into a wolverine cage anyhow. She has absolutely no refinement about her. Another thing dad would hate, aside from her skin color.

      I don’t like the way she spoke to me in the dance studio and the way she refused to meet my gaze with her nostrils all flared out and her hands on her hips. Sassy. To put it mildly. She sends a current of fury through me. It’s been ages since a woman responded to me like that. Women love me now that I’m large, muscular, tall. Luck of genetics that I grew out of my awkward phase, and here she is, making me feel rather unlucky.

      Her friend Kola touches her exposed shoulder. (Clover would look great with a tattoo there.) Clover turns, nearly sloshing her drink, as Kola points to a tall dark gentleman – a Brit. Jamal. He has famous and incredibly wealthy parents, but that’s all I know about him. He lives a couple doors down and despite his height, he refuses to join the rowing team.

      I dunno what her friend says, but Clover nods and then Kola darts off towards Jamal, leaving Clover standing there with her drink alone. My stomach lurches as I nearly rush for her. No. I need to be patient. I should have told Kit what I was feeling earlier, how I got this dull throb in my stomach from the moment I saw this girl. I couldn’t help but feel like I would do the same thing all over again. If I touch her, I’ll ruin her. I’m not her only suitor, however. They don’t make me jealous or anything, but I feel a ripple of fury that someone else gets to touch what’s mine.

      She gazes down at her cellphone, causing a stab in my chest as I imagine some hairy bloke (I dunno why he’s hairy, but he is) texting her and demanding her knickers. She could meet anyone in a bathroom at this party and part her legs for them. My heart catches in my throat imagining that horrible outcome. It could be Jude for all I know and she’ll duck out of here and end up in another man’s bed. Fuck’s sake. Go over to her, Thomas. Don’t just watch.

      She giggles at her phone and then slips it in her pocket, wandering away from the table. That’s it. I can’t take it anymore, and I follow her, my heart beating out the syllables of her name. Clo-ver. Clo-ver. Clo-ver. My throat tightens as she turns down a hallway of the rented mansion with a sign in front of it – the loo.

      The coke loos are upstairs and the dirty loos closer to the front door.

      This hallway is dark and silent. The perfect place to hunt for anyone with ill intentions. Why isn’t Clover for careful? She stumbles against the wall, already a little tipsy and then she mutters, “Oh shit” under her breath. She doesn’t realize how close I am, moving softly across the marble in navy formal socks behind her. Suddenly, Clover stops and I know she hears me breathing because fuck, I’m breathing loud.

      “Hello?”

      There’s no point in hiding. It’s not like I’m afraid. She might get angry, but a woman that small could never hurt me and even if she tried, I could overpower her.

      “Clover.”

      “What are you doing here?”

      “Hanging.”

      “In a dark hallway. Behind me. Breathing like a musk ox,” she snaps.

      She doesn’t have to make me sound so hideous. A musk ox? I’m nothing like a musk ox.

      “Yes.”

      “You can go away now. I’m looking for the bathroom.”

      She says bathroom instead of loo. Fuck, I love her accent. She ties my fucking tongue. Then again, who doesn’t? I hate talking.

      “Yeah.”

      “Seriously, what the hell are you doing here, creeper?”

      I’m watching you. I’m imagining putting my hands on your hips and having you ride my cock. I want to put my finger in your mouth. I want to touch the fur on your cunt and spread you open with my lips. I want to do so many dirty fucking things to you while you scream.

      My cock stiffens as all the filthy fucking thoughts I’m trying to suppress roll through my head. I have to say something that’s not completely stupid.

      “Someone could get hurt from what you’re doing.”

      “Excuse me?”

      Fuck, her voice drips with loathing. That doesn’t stop me. My heart quickens and I want to keep going. Keep talking. Keep pushing her. If she’s smart, she’ll get away from me before I make this interaction worse. I’m guaranteed to fuck it up.

      “Sleeping around at a small school. I don’t advise it. Especially since you’ve nearly done… 20% of my team?”

      Clover’s hands fly to her hips. “Is that any of your damn business?”

      “No. I suppose not.”

      She scoffs at me and shakes her head, struggling to prop her weight up against the wall. How much did she have to drink? I wouldn’t advise a woman her height drinking so much at a party.

      “I’m leaving.”

      See? I fucked it up again. Why am I such a twat?

      “Fine. Yeah. Go on.”

      She storms past me and I feel like I don’t want to let her walk away from me. But I have to. I have to let her go, because the urge surging me is anything but pure. I’m alone with her in a hallway and I have my chance to hurt her and fucking hell… I want to.

      I can’t control myself once she leaves, I need a drink. I told myself before the party that drinking would only make the urges worse, but I can’t resist my urges for her sober. I’m not strong enough.
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            Chapter Four

          

          Clover

        

      

    

    
      My heart races as I hurry away from Thomas. I need a break from this fucking party. I get too tipsy, too fast, and now my head swims with all these fucking… thoughts.

      Was it a mistake to come here? I think I can run away from my problems in England but I still have to worry about the same shit. My image. My reputation. I don’t know why I keep getting the whole thing fucking wrong.

      Jude messaged me earlier, bitching at me and calling me a ‘slut’. Kit doesn’t get that what happened between us was a one time thing and he assumes I’m ‘DTF’ tonight. Maybe Thomas has a point. I’ve attracted the wrong kind of attention. Again. Not like Thomas represents the right kind of attention. Why the hell do I keep running into the one guy at school that I hate, who bullied me and my friends, and basically called me a slut?

      I want to meet a nice guy for once – not an asshole, not a guy who just wants to hook up with me and not a guy who calls me another girl’s name during sex. Thanks, Kit. Ugh.

      I wander up the back stairs, away from Thomas and toward a quieter wing of the house with empty bedrooms we’re probably not meant to use. I just want to get away from the noise for a while. I check my phone to make sure my friends aren’t searching for me, which they aren’t, because I haven’t exactly been gone that long. To stop them from looking for me, I text the group chat quickly.

      
      
        
        Clover: found an empty room, taking a nap.

      

      

      
      It’s not exactly typical behavior for the middle of a party, but it’s not what I’ll be doing anyway. I just don’t want them to freak out. I find an empty room on the first try, thank goodness, I really didn’t want to see anyone hooking up, and I close myself inside. I can finally breathe. Thomas’ words remind me how easily I find myself at the center of attention. It’s not something I enjoy, it’s just what I practiced before the Fox Academy.

      I wanted to come here to get away from all the attention. Maybe enjoying my first year of freedom has gone a little too far. I sit on the bed and kick my shoes off. I have three texts from my mom about the family’s latest upload.

      
      
        
        Mom: 1 million views in 12 hours! New record!!!!

        Mom: Your brother looks bad

        Mom: phasing dad out as a character in ten videos. Sad!!!

      

      

      
      Phasing dad out as a character. My throat tightens. The fans don’t know what’s coming yet and they’re going to lose their shit. I don’t want to be anywhere near that trainwreck. Sigh. I try to think of a response to help her feel better. She hasn’t asked me once how I like the new boarding school. She’s still upset that I won’t allow her to film me anymore. It’s been an entire year since I used my entire allowance to get a lawyer to back up. She was livid, but honestly, can mom blame me?

      She uploaded every waking minute of my life on the internet since basically the day I was born and she still can’t see why I don’t want a camera shoved in my face long past turning eighteen. Making It With The Robinsons started with my mom and a camera and blew up into… too much for one kid to deal with. My brother’s still there dealing with it. Sigh.

      I take my shoes off and crawl into the big bed, trying not to mess it up too much. I just need a few minutes of quiet because of the alcohol, because of the noise… and Thomas. His opinion shouldn’t matter to me at all. He’s just a big, stupid jock covered in tattoos who barely even speaks. All he does is stare with those ridiculous gray eyes or gaze down on everyone with a haughty look on his face. I can’t believe Sylvia considers that guy a ‘friend’. She’s the least snobby person I know and everyone at this school won’t stop talking about how her sister’s engaged to a billionaire. How can she tolerate an ass like him?

      I don’t want to piss mom off even more by ignoring her text about the video. I hit the link and cringe at the familiar sound of our ‘theme music’. Kids at school teased me so much about it. I kept going back to public school anyway, tolerating the teasing and the thrice weekly bullying when my parents uploaded to the channel. Spending more time with my parents at home getting home schooled wasn’t worth the risk.

      I just wanted away from the cameras. I just wanted to be a normal kid.

      Mom and dad wrote another video where dad pretends to cheat on her and the camera captures mom’s totally not fake at all reaction. Sigh. How many times have they done this stupid prank? The worst part is knowing what’s coming after all of this. They’re leading their fans to the truth – the real reason I don’t want to be at home going through their inevitable public relations disaster. They’ve made millions selling online courses on how people can ‘get their relationship mojo’. And now… ugh. I don’t even want to think the words out loud, but I can’t avoid the truth.

      They’re getting a divorce.

      I flip over, facing away from the door and close the video so I can think of something encouraging to text mom. I could compliment her new weave, but I hate that she’s doing e-girl hairstyles to look younger. I could compliment dad on his acting skills, but he would just send me one of his articles about the importance of black women ‘finding a strong black king’ to have a family with.

      My phone distracts me so hard that I don’t hear the door to the bedroom open until the footsteps get close to the bed. I freeze and flip my phone face down to drown out the light as if that could make me invisible. Someone crept in here… they know I’m a woman alone. I flip around, but in the dark, I can’t make out the figure towering over the bed. I want to say something, but my instinct tells me to run. I scramble backwards but it’s too late.

      A large body lands on mine and I exhale sharply as all the oxygen leaves my lungs. It’s a man. The body on top of mine feels far too heavy to be female. I scream, but the pillow beneath my face drowns me out. His body struggles against my thrashing until he pins me to the bed using his hips and wraps one hand around my waist and another covering my mouth. The room falls silent except for breathing. My breath sounds fast and unsteady, but he’s slow and deliberate, his lungs pushing me deeper into the mattress with each inhalation.

      He’s going to rape me. He adjusts his legs and exhales slowly before whispering my name.

      His voice sounds familiar, but I’m freaking out way too much to place it. Who is this?

      “Don’t worry. I won’t hurt you.”

      I struggle again and attempt to bite his finger, which doesn’t work at all. He shudders and I feel something pressing against my ass. I move again to get away from him and realize he’s hard. That’s when I really start fighting, but nothing I do moves him an inch. He completely overpowers me with absolutely no difficulty and keeps me still until I give up and stop wriggling. I won’t be able to breathe at all if I keep fighting him. With his weight on me, I can still only take shallow breaths.

      “Get off me,” I wheeze.

      “Believe me, I want to.”

      He shifts his hips again and terror surges through me. Fear unlike anything I’ve experienced before surges through me.

      “Stop wriggling. I’m just trying to talk.”

      Talk? There’s a dick pressed up against my ass so it certainly doesn’t feel like the man pinning me to a bed in an abandoned bedroom at a party just wants to talk. But I stop wriggling, because I want him to let me go. At some point, he’ll have to loosen his grip on me to free his cock and at that point, I can escape safely.

      “Good girl,” he murmurs and a shudder runs straight through my core. I squeeze my thighs together tightly and attempt to thrash again, but he’s too heavy and I can’t fight back even if I try.

      “You should really be careful, Clover. Very careful.”

      You don’t have to listen to him, Clover. Just think of something else. Think of getting yourself out of here alive.

      “Men of our status take what they want. We don’t face consequences. We lie. We cheat. We steal. We rape. We get away with all of it.”

      His breath is hot on my cheek and I wish I could move my face to make out any of his features. All I know is that his breath smells minty and it feels particularly cruel that the only thing I observe about the man about to rape me is that he has good breath.

      “If something were to happen to you, all that sleeping around… you would be finished.”

      He strokes my face with his hand and I know I should recognize his touch or his voice, but I don’t. I just don’t…

      “Please… let me go…” I utter through gritted teeth.

      “I will. I promise, Clover. I will.”

      He presses his lips to my cheek and I want to throw up. His breath smells good. His lips are soft and so warm that in that split second, I forget he’s a monster and most likely a liar. If he’ll press his lips to my cheek, I don’t know what else he’ll do. He’s right. Whoever he is, he could get away with it.

      “I don’t want you getting hurt,” he murmurs. “If you keep fucking everything that walks around here, someone will hurt you. And it won’t be me.”

      “Who are you?”

      “You know who I am. I think you know.”

      “No,” I snarl. “I don’t.”

      He shifts his hips again and I want to let out a scream, but I can’t. I’m freezing under the pressure of it all and I hate myself for not fighting, not like I could put up a proper fight. I might slip away, but I can’t fight this monster.

      “Fuck,” he whispers. “I can’t do this. I can’t… I can’t…”

      He breathes the words into my neck and his soft breath and firm body produce the most guilt inducing response in me. The gush between my thighs makes me feel like a slut. Maybe Thomas is right. Maybe this mysterious guy lying on top of me is right.

      He takes the hand holding me around the waist and reaches in front. When he gets to my mound, I tremble hard. He rests his palm outside my clothes as his cock stiffens against my ass.

      “Fuck,” he murmurs. “I want to finger you so fucking badly. But I can’t, Clover… I can’t…”

      I’m still shaking, incapable of moving or answering him, filled with shame and humiliation in every inch of my body. He runs his hand
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